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fountain of perfect things. This new
beauty, in losing so much, has indeed found
a new loftiness, a something of religious
exaltation that the old had not. It may
be that those goddesses, moving with a
majesty like a procession of the stars,
mean something to the soul of man that
those kindly women of the old poets did
not mean, for all the fulness of their
breasts and the joyous gravity of their
eyes. Has not the wilderness been at all
times a place of prophecy ?
VIII
Our poetry, though it has been a de-
liberate bringing back of the Latin joy and
the Latin love of beauty, has had to put
off the old marching rhythms, that once
could give delight to more than expedient
hearts, in separating itself from a life where
servile hands have become powerful. It
has ceased to have any burden for march-
ing shoulders, since it learned ecstasy from
Smart in his mad cell, and from Blake, who
made joyous little songs out of almost
unintelligible visions, and from Keats, who
sang of a beauty so wholly preoccupied